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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

SONGS 

WHO LOVES THE RAIN 

Who loves the rain, 

And loves his home, 
And looks on life with quiet eyes, 

Him will I follow through the storm; 

And at his hearth-fire keep me warm; 
Nor hell nor heaven shall that soul surprise, 

Who loves the rain, 

And loves his home, 
And looks on life with quiet eyes. 

THE CHILD'S QUEST 

My mother twines me roses wet with dew; 

Oft have I sought the garden through and through ; 

I cannot find the tree whereon 

My mother's roses grew. 

Seek not, O child, the tree 
Whereon thy mother's roses grew. 

My mother tells me tales of noble deeds; 
Oft have I sought her book when no one heeds; 
I cannot find the page, alas, 
From which my mother reads. 

Seek not, O child, the page 

From which thy mother reads. 
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Songs 



My mother croons me songs all soft and low, 
Through the white night where little breezes blow; 
Yet never when the morning dawns, 
My mother's songs I know. 

Seek not, O child, at dawn of day 

Thy mother's songs to know. 

COLOGNE CATHEDRAL 

The little white prayers 
Of Elspeth Fry 
Float up the arches 
Into the sky. 

A little black bird 
On the belfry high 
Pecks at them 
As they go by. 

SKELETONS 

Gird thy warrior's armor on, 
And fare thou forth thyself alone. 

Empty frame upon the wall; 
Secret presence in the hall; 
In the closets we abide 
Of the whole green country side. 
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